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Here's »nolher issue coming 

US to be getting together for a gabfest 

all you Romantic Adventures readers! And 
this time we've got something special on our 
chests. It's got to do with how to hold your 
man' — and if you want to know why we got 
started on this subject, take a look at the fol- 
lowing letter, sent in by one of our fans! 
"Dear Editors of 'Romantic Adventures': 
I'm writing (o you with a heavy heart, 
and hoping that you can help me. And I 
need help, too, because it looks like my 
Fomance is on the rocks! The story is 
that I'm a. girl of- 24, and, up to a week 
ago, I was engaged to a man for six 
years. The reason I never married him is 
that I wanted him to get somewhere first, 
to be a success. That's why I've been mak- 
ing him study at night and ruled that we 
should have only one date a week. I did 
it liot only for him, but for both of us — 
for our future together. I wanted him to 
concentrate on getting places, no I tried 
to discourage things like petting. B\it in 
spite of everything I did for him, he " " 



. My girl friend toiJ 



denied it. I didn't 
lowed him for a 
enough, he met fi 



the right thing. But I'm miserable about 
it. because I guess I still love him. And 
1 think that underneath it all. he loves 
me top, But he hasn't tried to get in 
touch with me, and I'd never contact him. 
Is there anything thai 

Yes, R.B.L., there's a lot we could advise- 
not only for you. but for the many unhappy 
girls who find themselves in just such a pre- 
dicament as yours. It's a fairly common prob- 
lem, and it boils down to the old question of 
how to hold your man. And it strikes us that 
you've done a terrible job of it. Take that 
long engagement of yours, for instance. Ap- 
parently you insisted on it to give your mah 
time to make good. A praiseworthy motive in 
itself, but did you realize the risk you were 
running? Six years is a long time. Time 
enough for love's novehy to wear off; time 
enough for both of you to start taking each 
other for granted; time enough for that first 
fine thrill to lose its freshness. That's danger- 
ous, R.B.L. But even more dangerous is the 
conatani pressure which you obviously were 
applying to your boyfriend througho.ut this 
period* You were relentless in wanting him to 



make good. You kept his nose to the grind- 
stone, making him study nights in addition 
to his daytime work. No time for relaxation, 
for fun! Instead of being moderate about it, 
you were a stern taskmaster. It would have 
been eAsy, in all this time, for him to get die 
impression that you were a nag, and to be 
frightened off: Especially when you "discour- 
aged things like petting." Heavens, girl, you 
were engaged to the man, weren't you? This 
was no casual relationship, but a contract for 
a lifetime relationship. A little harmless affec-. 
tion— an occasional fond kiss— none of this 
would have been wrong, and would have help- 
ed to sustain him throughout the ordeal you'd 
set for him. Actually, it's small wonder that 
you drove him into another woman's arms — 
he could hardly help himself! Then, when the 
inevitable happened, what did you do? Did 
you try to understand him or give him the 
benefit of the doubt? No — instead, you spied 
on liim. following him until you had the 
"goiids" on liim — and then pouaced in a dis- 
jiLm v{ jealous rage! Finally, you created 
a -C'-nc. dmig his ring in his face, and broke 
off the engagement on which you'd based 
your liojtes for happiness! 

To you, R.B.L., and to all our readers, here 
is a message. If you'd keep your man, make 
yourself attractive to him at all times.- Don't 
ever let the novehy of your love wear thin 
through such things as too-long engagements, 
Encourage him to get ahead, help him— but 
never nag, never be a slavedriverl Be affec- 
tionate within the proper limhs, for undue 
coldness only repels. Never show jealoiisy or 
suspicion, and, as you value your love, don't 
ever make scenes! And you've still got a 
diance, R.B.L. Your man must have really 
loved you to have put up with the 6-year 
obstacle course you put him through. And 
maybe, down deep, he still does'! But the next 
move's up to you. You've got to swallow your 

fride, contact him— and beg his forgiveness, 
f he grants it, and you resume where you left 
off, don't make the same mistakes again! 
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Well, tnat's done with— and maybe it'll turn 
out to be a help to you, reader! It's our plan 
to discuss such vital problems in each and 
every one of our issues, and do our level beat 
to solve them. So if there's anything that's 
troubling you, why not let ua know? We'll be 
awaiting your letter— and so long until the 



"li/eltas if rdssifeot in some strange, 
alien 7and, armed only wUh a/ew lexers of 
inircduciion! Bvt my heart was full of hopes 
that I'd soon find my place in the Big City 
and land a job/ " 







^leaving vfasihe lAsrihing in ihe v/orltj 
r vianted to do — but z>mwl would kavz 
lie to Mr, Rampim about my progress 



if I wanted to Jzeep my job 1 " 



V6KV PLEASEP, 



WHV, VES, / 

A1AR(5E ANP I GETALONG AmiSS PAERISH - 
lEffy WELL TOGETHER/ y*LSO VERY GBATEFUL < 
TO YOU.' MY PAUGHTERiS ' 




"As the days -passed, 1 found myself beitio 
drawn more and more ic Alfred l^ptoji- 
against my will I But his Oiarm and 
fascinaiion proved too ma^ fbr me, and 
1 Jinew I vf as falling in lew Yfitk hinti 
Yes, 17^ mind told me Vfe were 
apart— but X couldn't stop 
myself from dreaminsJ" ' 




HIM! VOU WON'T TAKE 
MOMMV'S PUKE AND 
MAKEH/M FOeSETHen! J. 

fiecAiise VDu're i/eiy — 

COMmUBP TO «0«MY-.PAPPy ^ 
WOUIP NEVEE THINK OF AVlRKyiNG 
ANVBOOY LIKE VOU.' ANP IF VOU 
roN'T BELIEV6 M£, JUSTIOOK 
IN THE , 
MlBHOIf! 






" I hlvAed vfiih pltasvre aiTiis 
compliments.' My heart tkrolbeJ 
vnm iAe Juwwlafffe thai he'tf 
NcmCEB me— as a woman' And 
from then on, all fhz hoars of my 
dags were filled with fhou^hts 
of Alfred tampion 1 " 




'After {hat, hesetmeJiodiowanaHaJieneJ 
interest in me -Tie took me on walks along fte 
ieacK, horseback riding, sailioaiing.' And, more 
ihm ever, I was head-over-heels in Ime wiih him." 





'pERRY SMITH'S face was a study 
in disgust. As he strode through the 
city room of the Blade, he pretended not 
to hear the snide remarks and catcalls of 
his fellow newspapermen. 

"There she goes . . . Miss Tattler!" 

"Make sure you take your hat off, 
Terry I They're very strict in high so- 
ciety!" 

"An* find out what the bride's gonna 
wear . , . that's big news!" 

Big news! Pah! Just who in blazes 
did these Walkers think they were? And 
who gave a holler whether their daughter 
Patricia ever got married at all? Imagine 
the cheap nerve! Mrs. Walker calls the 
Blade and says her daughter, Miss Pa- 
tricia Walker, is ready to be interviewed 
aboiil her forthcoming wedding . . . now! 
And the editor jumps, says, "Thank you, 
Mrs. Walker." and then curses the day- 
lights out of his luck. 

It was Terry who ought to be cursmg. 
With the regular society editor out cov- 
ering a strawberry festival or something, 
who gets to be the patsy? Who gets this 
fool assignment? Terry Smith, boy sd- 
ciety editor! Nulsf 

It was a big house. An expensive house 
lo maintain, Terry Smith noted, his train- 
ed eye scanning the grounds. They 
probably had an expensive daughter to 
maintain, too. Some buck-toothed damsel 
with a smart hairdo and swanky clothes 
that worked hard at making her figure 
' look passable. 

. He rang the bell. "Tell Miss Patricia 
Walker that the Blade is here to inter- 
view her." he told the butler. 

"She's expecting you. Follow me." 

Somehow, the fact that Miss Walker 
was expecting him made Terry burn hot- 



ter than ever. Snap your fingers and I'll 
jump! 

Patricia' Walker was not a buck- 
toothed damsel >vith a bad figure! Terry 
saw his mistake immediately. She was, 
in fact, an ash-blonde with large gray 
eyes and a full, ripe sort of mouth. And 
her figure, clothed in a simple skirt and 
sweater, was all that Terry, or any man. 
could ask. 

"I'm not very good at ladies' news," 
he said ungraciously, "so suppose you 
tell me what you want the Blade to 
print. Miss Walker." 

Her voice was oddly flat, mechanical, 
almost as though she were repeating s 
well-learned lesSon, "I shall be married 
to Mr. Horace Archer here at home two 
weeks from today. I have listed for yoii 
the schools attended by both Mr. Archer 
and myself, as well as the details of my 
bridal gown and the gowns of my brides- 
maids." 

Terry looked at her keenly. This was 
A girl you'd like to know better ... if 
you could. He couldn't help asking the 
one question ... the big one. "Are you 
happy. Miss Walker?" 

She looked at him and his heart melt- 
ed inside him. This is what she could 
be . . . this is the way she could look at 
some lucky guy who deserved it. . . . 

"Thank you. Mr. Smith." There was 
a note of dismissal in her voice. 

Terry shook himself free of a dream 
and took his leave. "I'll find my way 
out." he said, and walked out the door. 
Maybe it was reporter's instinct, maybe 
luck. At any rate, somewhere he took 
the wrong turning and found himself 
outside a partly-open door. 

"It will be an excellent match. Hon- 



.oria." Thai would be Mr. Walker. 
"Horace Archer"* income is all that we 
could ask." 

"Thank heavens for that," Mn. 
Walker said. "Patricia fought against 
the idea of marrying him, you know. 
Said he was a young bore and a stuffed 
shirt! But we do need the income!" 

Terry stayed to hear a little more. 
And when he'd heard enough, he left, 
the light of battle in his eyes, a raging 
contempt in his heart. 

He banged out the story like a man 
possessed ... the real story. "Patricia 
Walter marries for money," he wrote. 
"Parents select prospect most Ukd\j io 
help them out of fipancial mess." 

"Shane!" he shouted to the typesetter, 
when he had hit the last period. "Set 
this up right away . . . it's got to make 
the next edition!" 

Shane took the copy and stared at it 
"But it hasn't been blue-pencilled. Ter- 
ry," he objected. 

"Set it up . . . It'll be all right with 
the old man I" 

Three hours later, there was murder 
in the old man's eyes, and in his voice, 
too. "Smith!" he yelled so that everyone 
in the city room jumped. "Smithf" 

"Yes. sir." Terry eyed him respect- 
fully, but there was a mild gleam of 
amusement in his glance, "Something 
Ti>rong?" 

"I haven't got time to kill you now," 
the old man sputtered. "It'll have to wait! 
I've just finished talking to Mrs, Hon- 
oria Walker . . she wants us to print 
a retraction and she wants you fired ! 
She says they're going to sue us! I'm 
going crazy;! Wliat did you do? Why 
did you do it? Oh, never mmd. The girl's 
waiting outside . . . says she wants to 
talk to you! I warn you . . . make it all 
right, or you'll never enter another city 
room in this country!" 

Terry stared at him. The girl was 



waiting outside. That would be Patricia 
Walker. This was it, then! A show-down 
fight! He'd be able to teli her what he 
really thought of her . . . person-to-per- 
son ! He squared his shoulders and open- 
ed the door to the waiting room. 

She was there, alone. Still in the same 
simple sweater and skirt, beautiful as an 
angel, she sat with her head lowered on 
her hands. She heard the door close be- 
hind Terry, looked up to meet the blaxe 
in his eyes. 

"All right, say it! I'm ready.** he said. 

Funny how her voice was no longer 
fiat and mechanical, how it seemed to 
have a thousand meanings in every short 
syllable. "I want to thank you," she 
said. "You have more courage than I, 
and I won't have to marry Horace after 
ail! You've shown me how to fight I 
Don't worry about what you've done to 
me . . . and I'm sorry if you lose your 
job . . 

She turned to go, but Terry was the« 
first, blocking the door, looking down at 
her, forcing her to meet his eyes. Yes, 
this is what she is. this is how she looks 
at the right guy, this is how she looks at 

"Patricia I"* he said huskily. "Pal!" 

"Your first name is Terry, isn't it?" 

she asked. 

When, the old man looked into the 
waiting room, he saw a sight that he's 
never forgotten. Miss Patricia Walker 
' was folded lightly into Terry Smithes 
arms and her face was raised to his. And 
Terry Smith was kissing her. wildly, 
madly, tenderly, his eyes cloaed" to shut 
off the rest of the world . . . he had all 
the world. he needed, in his arms! And 
Miss Patricia Walker was kissing him 
back, clinging to him, caressing his hair 
with her fingertips! 

"Well, I'll be . . ." said the old man, 
closing the door softly behind him. 
"The\f ivarjt to be alone!" 




With the S£NSAmNAL 

IS IT A GUN? IS IT-A fLASHUSHT? 
Qf'A BOTH / 



A redtlistic gun 
the trigger - -■ and 
beam, of 

the trigger, and PRESTO 
tight gria.ps Qu.t! 



I uou. pulL 
brilliant 
light shoots out! Release 

afa-nii ■pO^'fTOI The 



1. TRI66ER-LIT£ 6UN. with- 

2. BULLET CAKTRIDGE 

3. msmumf PUSW LmCMUitary ttjpt) 

4. LONG-UFB, HI6H-6L0n BULB 

5. neAVY.fllCKtLEO^TeEL CASE 

6. mtP-GROCVeD, NON-SUP SHIP 

7. Tifio povmuL SAvrmes 



•SW£LLFOR-- 



. SIGNALm ON Nim HIKES! 
. FINDim OBJECTS IN THE DARK! 
■ mHY FLASHLIGHT USE! 

i ■■■and many other things 
i th3.t yWcctn think of! 



lOOf^SAFE- 
-^RJN galore! 



$1.0O! JUSTSLIPA DOUAK 
BILL, OS MO/HE V ORPER, OR 
COINS INTO AN ENVELOPE, TO- 
GETHER WITH THE COUPON 
AT THE HI6HT,PR0PERLV fILLED OUT! 
SEND AT ONCE FOR VOUR Om 

'TRIGGER-LITE' s'/fi^fe^''' 
Wauaan Sales Ca.'ist(.'»smi«:<ci9,N.y. 




BULLET CAKTRIDOE- BATTERIES LOAV IN HEUE! 
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WAlM.Mi SALES CO., 

45 WEST 45™ ST., NEW YORK I9,N.Y. 
Please send me 'TRmtR-UTE' 
SI6NALIN6 BUNS. Enclosed you will 
find cash or moneif order. 

Name 

Address. 

Citif State 
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